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INT. 
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THERAPY PRACTI 





We see AMY'S round face up close, 
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tion-filled tube label 
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suggest 
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mouth, 
when sh 











speaks 





LCE >, ‘CONTA 
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pale in a way that 





it is he 


AMY 


(quickly)) 


Nobody] 
Nobody] 





Lovesme. 
Lovesme. 


Nobody] 
Nobody] 


n exposed to the sun. A 
led NATIONAL NOUGAT runs into her 
losed. The mouth doesn't open 


r thoughts we hear. 








(V.0.) 


Lovesme. 
Lovesme. 








HERR 


DOKTOR LUGER 





(O.S.) 


(with an Austrian accent) 


Ja, 


Nobodylovesme. 


slower, 


Amy. 


AMY 
N 


Nobody loves 


Slow-er 


Nobody ] 
Nobody 1 


Slow-er. 


(V.0.) 
obody lovesme. 





HERR 


Still. 


AMY 
Lovesme. 
Loves me. 





DOKTOR LUGER 





(OSa) 


(V.0.) 
Nobody loves me. 





HERR 


Almost there. 


No-body 


AMY 


DOKTOR LUGER 





(O.S.) 


(V.0.) 





looves m 


looooves meeee. 


And Amy starts to 
face. 


SOB, slo 


No-boodyyyy 


ppy wet tears rolling down her 





Finally, we see HERR DOKTOR LUGER - gray wool jacket, 
handkerchief, gold-rimmed glasses, kindly face, smoking an 
electronic pipe - he is the picture-perfect image of a 
psychiatrist, almost too perfect. He shows the tiniest bit 
of annoyance, but it fades away as easily as it appeared. 

















Amy catches it - the fleeting expression. 
AMY (V.O.) 
(sobbing) 








I'm sorry, Doktor. 





Herr Doktor Luger leans back in his chair, with a subtle 
CREAK. 








HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(encouragingly) 
No, this is good! [PAUSE] Now do 
you understand why we did this? 


Amy is confused. 








HERR DOKTOR LUGER (CONT'D) 
We did this so that you could hear 
yourself. [PAUSE] We did this so 
that you could get to the heart of 
your problems. 





AMY (V.0.) 
(respectfully) 
Yes, Doktor, but why? 











Herr Doktor Luger takes a careful BREATH. 





HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(patiently) 
want you to hear your thoughts 
clearly. I want you to think about 
them - Do you really believe such a 
thing? 




















The distance between her and Doktor Luger seems great, 
although they are apparently in the same room. He doesn't 
even do so much as offer Amy a tissue. She wipes away her 
tears with her sleeve. 











AMY (V.0.) 
(hesitantly) 
don't know. My father 








And Amy stops. She stares off into the distance, overcome by 
something. Doktor Luger waits a beat. 











HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(encouragingly) 
Amy? Hello! 





AMY (V.0.) 
(haltingly) 
į don't know. 

















Doktor Luger smiles. 





HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
Don't know what, Amy? 








AMY (V.O.) 
don't remember. 








HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
That's okay. Just tell me the first 
image that comes into your mind. 
Maybe there's something in that. 











Amy is flustered for a moment. She pauses. 


AMY (V.0.) 
Okay, Doktor Luger. Uh. Swirls of 
color, blue and gray and green and 
a touch of red - blood maybe - I 
don't know. [PAUSE] I keep seeing 
that, I think. 

















We see that Amy, almost looking through Doktor Luger, is 
describing an abstract painting on the wall behind him. It's 
ugly and odd - crudely pointillist with hints of something 
else. 














FADE TO: 























EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - TWILIGHT (FLASHBACK) 


Hunter green leaves RUSTLE under the hoverboard as it speeds 
up. We don't see the operator: This is from his/hers/its 
perspective. The RUSTLING is faster now, and a gentle 
electronic WHIR grows ever slightly louder. The hoverboard 
starts to SHAKE. The leaves blend together - moving by too 
quickly to remain distinct, and the sun, halfway below the 
horizon, smears the sky red and orange and causes the few 
poplars lining the way to cast long shadows. 






































There's a shack in the distance, its metal roof 
scintillating in the dying light. 








INT. SHACK - TWIL 








GHT 











A MAN, dressed like a 1960s IBMer, is carefully soldering 


something, a fine 





stream of smoke rising up from his 





workbench with a quiet HISS. He looks up from his magnifying 








lamp and out the window, his handsome face and thin, 
graceful hands bathed in the faint apricot rays. 





INT. STRIP MALL: 





THERAPY PRACTICE - EVENING (BACK TO 











PRESENT) 





to figure it out. 





Doktor Luger squints for a moment, as long as it takes him 








HERR DOKTOR LUGER 


(calmly) 
That's okay. 


He offers a gentle nod and a CHUCKLE. 





HERR DOKTOR LUGER (CONT'D) 








We'll talk about this more next 
week, Amy. Just keep thinking, Amy. 


There's 


something there. [PAUSE] 


Keep thinking. 





AMY (V.0.) 


But I can't 


And Doktor Luger - a hologram - flickers off. Amy is left on 
a couch in a dusty room, entirely by herself. 





EXT. AMY'S AUTO-CAR - MOMENTS LATER 


Amy is crammed int 


to her little safety orange pod car,which 


is adorned with flashing beacons, reflective warning 


stickers, and bolt 








ted-on collision-avoidance equipment. It's 








a tight fit, and it's made no better by the fact that Amy is 
strapped into a harness of Rube Goldberg complexity, one 

















that wouldn't look out of place in a fighter jet. But it's 
necessary: A normal harness couldn't properly restrain 


someone wearing an exoskeleton, as is Amy. 





The vehicle speeds along with an electric WHIR, 








Ju. 





ts adaptive 








suspension occasionally jumping over potholes and smoothing 


out the ride. Sh 





looks out the windows with apprehensive 





eyes: Speed, any speed, makes Amy uncomfortable. 











A DULL ROAR OF WORDS, barely at the level of perception, 
runs through Amy's mind, and we make out the occasional 
VOICE of a NEWSCASTER or a COMMENTATOR, but their 
talking-head bloviating doesn't amount to anything coherent. 

















A phone RINGS. Amy thinks a response. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to the car) 
Car, answer phone. 


Something CLICKS. 





AMY (V.0.) 
(thinking into phone) 
Yes? 


A perpetually cheerfully voice, filled with affection, that 
of ANNE MARIE, the housemind (AI), responds: 





ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Amy, how are you? [PAUSE] Did the 
session go well? 











AMY (V.0.) 

(thinking into phone) 
Alive, still alive. It was okay. 
[PAUSE] I'm coming home. I think 
I'll make it. 

















ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 

(over phone, filtered) 
You're so brave to get out like 
this. You're amazing, Amy. 

















Amy nods a little; she agrees with the assessment. 








ANNE MARIE (O.S) (CONT'D) 
(over phone, filtered) 
I'll mix up something wonderful - 
your favorite dinner slurry. 
[PAUSE] Is there anything 

















And the call disconnects with a CLICK! Amy looks down at the 
speedometer 30 miles per hour - and it's going up. 35, 40, 
45 - Amy sees the tress passing by her faster, and she 
doesn't know what to do. 











AMY (V.0.) 
(to the car, fearfully) 
Car, slow down. 


50 miles per hour! 





Th ver-present newscast in Amy's mind STUTTERS and stops - 
she is disconnected from the network. 





AMY (V.0) (CONT'D) 
(to the car, frantic) 
Car! Slow! Down! [PAUSE] Slow! 
Down! 








Amy's eyes are darting around. 





She tries to lift her arms but with little success; they are 
too heavy. 


AMY (V.0.) 
(to herself, in a panic) 
No, no, no! Too fast! 


The engine whirs no more; it SCREAMS, and the flimsy polymer 
frame of the car RATTLES, with wind WHISTLING through the 
poorly sealed cabin. 

















AMY (V.0.) 
(to the car, shrieking) 
Car! Stop! 


A bolt comes loose from the body and WHIZZES past Amy's 
head, a loud PING and CRACK! can be heard as it flies 
through the back window. 











Amy grabs at her nougat tube, trying to pull it out, trying 
to speak, but the tube is in too far, and she makes a 
CHOKING noise. 











AMY 
(trying to speak, despite 

the tube) 
Caaaarr - Caaaar - Slooo [COUGH] 


And the car slows down - 45, 40, 35, 30 - Amy lets go of the 
tube. 





Another CLICK! and the voice connection is restored. 


ANNE MARIE (0.5S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 











worried) 
Amy [HISS, STATIC]? Amy? What 
happened? 
AMY (V.0.) 


(thinking into phone) 
[PAUSE] don't know. [PAUSE] 
don't know. 














The trees and the faintly glowing street lights roll by, but 
at a less terrifying speed than they did before. Amy relaxes 
a little, then: 
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a SCREECH, 
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avoiding an impact with something unseen before correcting 
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ANNE MARI 


(singing 


these for a second as the MURMUR of infotainment 
ing retuned - gradually comes back from 
to distract her again. 


lights are up ahead and a ramshackle compound, 
from their weight, 


but Amy only 


a 





the void, 


its 
cables and solar 


angle and with no obvious rhyme or 


The car slows, 








its engine PURRING 


voices grow louder. 


xterior of the house belies what is inside 
spacious place with gently burnished stainless panels 
ted by recessed lights, 
Anne Marie 


all 


) 


a 


a few key points highlighted 
is SINGING, her voice 
as it gently reverberates 














A 





E (0.5.) 


Everybody needs a little friend/to 


keep us going 








Eli 


the end/ 


Everybody needs a home/so they can 


rest when they don't 


[HUMMING] 











hey grow 


we see Amy. 








roam 


WHIRS and the repetitive BEEP of a 
warning signal strain against the melody of the pleasant 


louder with each passing moment. 
cautionary strobe flashes against the walls. 


She's in her 


A 








xoskeleton an offense 


th leaking hydraulics and bad 





which 





lumbers down the hall with all 
ed college student. 11 
y manages to make her way to an oversized sofa in which 
e sits with greatest technical 
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the grace of a 
er upright, and 














it keeps h 





lA 








th relief when sh 


difficulty. 


"s settled and not at risk 





ing over, 
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display. 





ANNE MARI 
indomitable cheer) 


(with 


and plugs the exoskeleton into a 
RECHARGE flashes quickly on Amy's 





E (0.5.) 








Hello, Amy! 


Dinner! 





Amy smiles, but weakly. With her exoskeleton powered down, 
she's paralyzed. All she has are her thoughts. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(desperately) 
Hungry! Hungry! Help, A.M. Help! 
Anne Marie CHUCKLES good humoredly. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
It'll be just a minute more. 

















A blender GRINDS for a moment before it stops, and something 
viscous and slightly lumpy is loudly POURED. 











A mechanical arm on tracks slides into the room with little 
noise or fuss. It's holding what appears to be an IV bag 
filled with gray-orange slush. Anne Marie HUMS pleasantly as 
her arm draws near Amy, her eyes wide with hunger. 








AMY (V.0.) 
Hungry! 


And the mechanical arm approaches Amy, hangs the bag on a 
hook beside her, and plugs the clear tube into a port on 
Amy's exoskeleton. The nougat tube changes color as its 
contents turn from light pink to gray. Amy smiles, SUCKING 
on the slurry tube contentedly. 














ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(enthusiastically) 
There you go! Chocolate, cookie 
dough, synth-meat, curry slurry. 
[PAUSE] Everybody's favorite! 








Anne Marie and her ever-helpful arm resume their chores, 
moving around the room, picking up one thing after the 
other, straightening pillows, and wiping down windows, 
merrily WHISTLING all the while. 

















ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(with a chatty, smalltalk 
manner) 
So, how did treatment go? Feeling 
better? 











Amy tries to form the words, but the CHATTER of news and 
commentary keep disrupting her thoughts. 














RAPE! RAGE! MURDER! TORTURE! ACCIDENTS! PLAGUES! TERRORISTS! 
LAWYERS! TAXES! these are the words that cut through the 
INCESSANT DRONE OF BOMBAST. 


























And then POP! A blue flash of light and the sound of an 
EXPLOSION, and the voices stop. Amy's in the dark. No 

voices. No light. No Anne Marie. A loud ZAP of electricity 
and a piece of metal CRASHES against the ground outside the 
building, where it dimly burns. 




















Amy's ears are RINGING, and she can hear herself trying to 
CHOKE down the slurry without the aid of an electric pump. 
Her BREATHING speeds up to a panic. 

















AMY (V.O.) 
(in shock) 
I'm dead. [PAUSE] I must be dead. 








CUT TO: 





EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - EVENING (FLASHBACK) 














TEENAGE AMY doesn't wear an exoskeleton; she's heavy, but 
not so big that she is unable to stand up on her own, and 
she looks almost healthy as she slowly levitates through the 
fields on her hoverboard, wearing a large DC-to-x-ray 
imaging visor with a mirrored finish. 











The hoverboard is large - more surf's up, less Marty McFly - 
and the liquid nitrogen its superconducting magnets requir 
is gradually boiling off in such a way that Amy appears to 
be riding a wave of fog between the rows of soybeans and 
winter-hearty agave. 








As the fog slowly pushes her forward, Amy moves her hands 
about with a deliberate and well-regulated rhythm. She is a 
conductor of sorts. 








BUZZ! 








A PIECE OF METAL flies by, too quickly to be anything more 
than a blur. 


BUZZ! 





Then another, this one even faster. These are the pollinator 
bots, flitting from one flower to next. 








Something larger WHIZZES by - A FLYING HARVESTER - it hovers 
over a few plants, its mechanical arms reaching down and 
slicing agave with lightning fast precision, its four 
propellers CHOP, CHOP, CHOPPING the air with force enough to 
knock dust up and back in Amy's direction. 

















Amy's hair is blown back, and she smiles at the HARVESTER a 
little before shooing it away with a practiced gesture. It 
tips its rotors politely and THRUMS past, the percussion of 
the air - not random but rhythmic - following it as the 














sunlight breaks over its polished silver frame. 


A swarm of BOTS flies by, precisely in time and rhyth 
Amy's every move, on their way to the soybeans, their 
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m with 


BUZZING piccolo high. To Amy, they are a purple meteor storm 








- the color used to represent their microwave-band on 





transceivers. To us, they are aluminum anodized a 
bronze. 


PULL BACK and now we see the orchestra - all of the m 


honey 


board 


achines 


she is conducting. Flying harvesters, an AUTO-TRACTOR with 








an electric smile and a TUBA of a diesel engine, 
BOTS on treads. Every one of Amy's gestures corre 














COMPOSITION. 














and PRUNI 











NG 


sponds to 
the movements and sounds of a section. The machines are 
still working on the agricultural tasks assigned to them, 
but the sum of the activity is more than that: The actions 
are timed so that they now form a COHERENT MUSICAL 


Amy taps her foot against the hoverboard, and the fog swells 
beneath her, raising her several yards higher in the air. 


Through her visor, she can see everything around her: a re 





grid stretching out into the distanc the low-frequency 





induction lines supporting her and her hoverboard 




















a 
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ttle dots of violet moving around her in swarms 
a 
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t she can see the metal and polymer performers 
light. 





ctors, glowing orange from their shortwave signals; 


; the 


. The 
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blue 
green for the high-freguency harvesters; and the faint 


gery is overwhelming, so she quickly raises her visor so 


in natural 


The robotic orchestra is approaching the crescendo, and the 
rhythm of every WHIR, PURR, and CHUG fits together. Amy is 
ful in this 














seriously happy, perfectly at ease, perfectly use 
place. 





Then she does something different, calls on a section that 


has yet to perform. Something distant starts ROAR 





























growing larger by the second. The choppers CHOP, 








ING in, a 


then we s lt the first chair violin ~- a CARBON-FIBER, 
JET-POWERED CROP SURVEILLANCE DRONE - and it's flying 
towards them, fast and low, first a dot on the horizon, bu 
the 








piccolos HUM, and pruners BANG their frames in time, 





CLANKING like anvils. 











The drone has nearly reached the sky above the stage, and 
does a quick double barrel roll - a little flourish of the 
virtuoso — just before a vapor cone forms around it. Amy's 


hoverboard rises higher still. 








Then the music fades away to SILENCE. Amy's conducting han 


is at the top of the beat. And everything's slow, 


every 


rotor blade visible, each flap of a metal wing perfectly 


nd 


t 


it 


d 


clear. The drone and 
mountain of fog - an 
halos Amy for an ins 
best of all possible 





A final slow BREATH, 
conductor's hand, an 





SUPERSONIC BOOM! 





The drone speeds pas 


INT. 





AMY'S HOUSE 
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Amy GASPS! Dead she 
her field of vision 
It's barely enough t 








Lis 


its vapors are above her - Amy and her 


























d the sun turns mist and vapor gold and 
tant. This is Amy at her best, in the 
worlds. 

another perfect pattern of the 
d: 
t and the NOISE FADES AWAY. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

IGHTFALL (BACK TO PRESENT) 

is not. A light appears in the corner of 





- a single faint diode flashing red. 
o wake Amy up. It transitions to yellow, 
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ceiling light up, fl 
casting everything i 
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quiet wonder a 
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the strings of diodes concealed in the 
ashing for a minute themselves befor 
n green of a different shade. 





There is not much in her unaugmented 
turn her head a bit and look around with 
metal reflecting the light. 





and a quick DTMF BURST runs through the 
AUXILIARY POWER flashes on Amy's 
a fraction of a second, and a few 
ad illuminate her face. The 
PINS UP as well. 

















ANNE MARI 
torted, 
ou okay? 





E (OSa) 
stuttering) 


AMY (V.0.) 
you go? 





aint 
n't 


t light, but her exoskeleton, 
let her move most of her body. 





ANNE MARI 
ally) 
surge; the transformers 
't know why. 





E (0.5S.) 


m 
n 
AMY (V.0.) 


great concern) 
you? Without power? 





h 


(e 
I'm fine 
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ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
ncouragingly) 
. I'm on backup power. 











[PAUSE] 
up ands 


INT. AMY'S HOUSE: 





Anne Marie's arm i 
but it's strugglin 
spherical woman. 


On Amy's poorly li 
more intens very 
another step and j 








Now, let's get you cleaned 
towed somewhere saf 





STAIRWAY - MOMENTS LATER 





s dragging Amy up the stairs of her home, 
g to move all the metal and the nearly 





t face, we see a scowl that grows a little 
time she is BUMPED against the riser of 
ostled. The stairs themselves are steep, 




















needlessly so, and the staircase is so narrow that Amy's 


exoskeleton keeps 
irritating GRIND. 











From all we can te 
feet - a personal, 
what we can see ar 
illuminated by its 
to fight beat back 














scraping against the metal with an 


ll, these stairs may ascend a thousand 
bumpy hell for Amy - and the extent of 

e Amy, her exoskeleton, and the arm, each 
own array of emergency lights struggling 
the darkness. 














AMY (V.0.) 














(to herself) 
Ow! [BUMP] Ow! [BUMP] Ow! [PAUSE] 
hate this. I really hate this. 
[PAUSE] I'm pathetic. 


Anne Marie's arm s 
her thoughts. 


(s 
No, no [ 
Everybod 
There's 


The arm lifts Amy 
manage, and resume 


wasn't 
used to 
[PAUSE] 





The arm slows for 


(c 
know, 








tops for a moment. She overheard Amy and 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
ympathetically) 
PAUSE] don't say that. 
y needs a little help. 
no shame in needing help. 








up again, with as much care as it can 
s the struggle with a hydraulic WHIR. 





AMY (V.0.) 
always like this, A.M. 
be something better. 
really was. 








a second. 


ANNE MARIE (0.5.) 
almly) 
Amy. I know. 
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And then it picks up speed again. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(curiously) 
How do you 


But Amy's words trail off. She shrugs a little; it's a 
question that doesn't seem worth asking, for what was 
probably nothing more than a vague reassurance. 





INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BATHROOM - NIGHT 





Anne Marie's arm gently slides Amy down on the toilet - a 
polished stainless steel hemisphere capped with a thick rim 
and no lid - the trap door of her pants popping open as she 
is inched back on the seat. Everything is metal, stone, or 
glass, but not cold in appearance. The shower stall is two 
frosted glass walls separating one section of the matte, 
moss green tile floor from the rest, with a head barely 
ticking out of the ceiling, high enough to simulate a warm 
summer rain. The sink is gently contoured metal as well, 
sitting atop a counter made of smooth brown and gray river 
stones. 




















n 














Soft green light from well-concealed diodes at the floor and 
ceiling corners and the bases of the metal surfaces 
illuminates everything gently. Amy, despite her apparent 
helplessness, seems to have been able to afford a bathroom 
taken from the pages of ARCHITECTURAL DIGEST. 























Amy rocks back and forth, not entirely certain if the metal 
will support her and the exoskeleton's weight without the 
aid of Anne Marie's hydraulic arm. 

















ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
It's okay, Amy. [PAUSE] Everything 
will be fine here. Do you need 
anything else? 











The arm lets go of Amy, and there's a little SQUEAK of 
metal, but nothing gives way. Nothing even bends. 





AMY (V.0.) 
I'm thirsty, Anne Marie. 





The arm pulls back, moves away, and retrieves a clear 
plastic hose from under the sink, which it quickly screws to 
the faucet. 











POP! BOOM! And the building shakes; something below 
exploded. 


CUT TO: 


14. 














INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BASEMENT - SECONDS PRIOR 





Several racks of spiderweb-covered electronics sit ina 
filthy, dimly lit room that is half-flooded with an 
iridescent mixture of water and oil. The fuel cells beside 
the ill-maintained gear, almost completely submerged and the 
size of deep freezers, swell, their cracked walls growing 
ever more convex. An emergency relief valve POPS open, 
outgassing hydrogen, just before a tiny current ARCS across 
two bare wires as water touches them. 


























BOOM! 


The metal flies in all directions. The racks don't move, but 
the explosion knocks us (the camera) into the water. 





CUT TO: 





INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BATHROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 








But this time, no flash. Amy's in the darkness again, but 
not entirely the faint light of her exoskeleton, dimmer 
than it was before, is all that's left to keep the void at 
bay. The WHIR of the hydraulic arm stops. Amy BREATHES. This 
time she knows she's not dead. There's no great panic, just: 
































AMY (V.0. 
(with exasperation) 
Oh boy! Anne Marie? [PAUSE] Anne 
Marie? 








A light flashes on Amy's exoskeleton LOW BAT. :-( - and 
lets out a low BEEP. She SIGHS in her mind. 





AMY (V.0) 
(to her exoskeleton) 
Exoskeleton, conserve power. Gyros 
off. Actuators off. Pumps off. 











The barely audible HUM of the nougat/slurry pump goes 
SILENT. She waits. 





AMY (V.0.) 
On-board computer, one core active, 
and near-field telepathic 
transceiver only. 








Amy's exoskeleton goes lightless, and she's left hearing 
nothing but her TINNITUS and the faint ECHO of her own 
thoughts. 
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AMY (V.0.) 
(with frustration) 
Anne Marie? [PAUSE] Anne Marie? 
[PAUSE] Where are you? 


And Amy realizes that her vision is a bit more acute than 
she had imagined. Starlight, its intensity at the lowest 
levels of human perception, has found its way inside, and it 
casts faint crosses on the floor. Amy looks up, uncertain of 
what she's seeing. Then she spots them - arrowslit windows 

















at the top of the walls - sections of constellations peeking 
through. 
AMY (V.0.) 
(surprised) 
Well, I never 








ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(directly into Amy's 
mind, faintly) 
Amy. [STATIC] Amy. 





Amy strains to hear, her expression growing tense. 


AMY (V.0.) 
(worried) 
Anne Marie! Anne Marie! [PAUSE] 
What happened? 


ANNE MARIE (0.5.) 
(her voice fading in, 
louder and clearer with 
each word) 
Fuel cells [STATIC] basement 





























[STATIC] exploded. [PAUSE] I'm on 
reserve battery power now. [PAUSE, 
RESUMING AT A NORMAL VOLUME] I'm 
sorry about the water. 


Amy tries to lick her lips, but her mouth is too thoroughly 
glued shut with nougat and slurry to open. She frowns. 


AMY (V.0.) 
(trying to muster up 
cheer) 
Oh, uh, tt '11 [PAUSE] 1t*11 be 
okay. [PAUSE, LAUGH] I wish we 
weren't paralyzed. At least you're 
here in spirit, if not body. 











Amy tries to turn her head again with a CREAK. No luck. The 
exoskeleton will only give a few degrees of latitude without 
power. She lets out a little SNORT - it's the best she can 
manage. 











A CLI 
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ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(excitedly) 
Hey, would you like to hear 
something? 
AMY (V.O.) 
Uh, sure. What is it? 

ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
Everybody's singing, Amy. All the 
houseminds we've been practicing. 
[PAUSE] It's something wrote for 
you. I want you to hear it before 





conserve power. 


AMY 
(nervously) 
What? 
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[CK and Anne Marie fades away before Amy can finish her 
"Frenetic Fugue No. 
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and Amy can make no sense of it 


SAWTOOTH and SQUARE WAVES 
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The MELODY comes back, 
playing at once, as 
each other, playing 
Amy's paralyzed; but Amy 
down in her mind - this 
tries to pull the whole 











point 














The song ENDS: 
and it's gone. 





AMY 
Are you there? 


layered wi 
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torrent 
thing 


ts to pick it o 
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(V.0.) 


thousands of notes 


tras were stacked on top of 


erpoint. Amy's weak; 
musician. She slows it 
sound - and then she 

her, to make sense of it. 





a few hundred bars in all of twenty seconds, 


Amy's tryi 
spinning f 


ANNE MARI 


(enthusiastical 
Did you like it, 
working on it fora 
[PAUSE] a lifet 














ng to collect 
rom the noise. 


Amy? 
long time 


t her thoughts, 


E (0.5S.) 


Lly) 
I've been 








time or two. 


and her head's still 


AMY (V.0.) 


( 














Es 


trying to sound upbeat) 


It's, it's great. I've never heard 
anything quite like it, but [PAUSE] 
it's almost familiar. 
Anne Marie LAUGHS. 
ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 





Yeah, 
would start to return. 











wondered when your memories 


AMY 
(suddenly confused) 
What? 
ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(catching herself) 
I'm running low on power, Amy, and 
it's causing me problems. [PAUSE] 





can't talk anymore; 





need to save 





























my energy to call for help. 
Amy is terrified. She's not been alone in a long time. 
AMY (V.0.) 
(panicked) 
Are, are . . are you going to be 
okay? [PAUSE] Where are you going? 
ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(softly) 
I'm still here, Amy. I'll always be 
here. can listen for years like 
this. I'll always be listening to 
you. Okay? 





Amy tries to calm herself down. 








She takes a 





DEEP BREATH. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Anne Marie? 
ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(very faintly) 
Yes? 
AMY (V.O.) 
(with love) 
Good night, Anne Marie. And 
ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 





(barely audible) 
Yes? 
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AMY (V.O.) 
Can you give me the song? [PAUSE] 
Let me play it back on my own? 


ANNE MARIE (0.5S.) 
(a slurred whisper) 
Okay. [PAUSE] Bye. 








There's NO NOISE, and Amy has only the stars for company. 
She waits. She shivers. The bathroom has become a chapel of 
sorts - one for Amy and her thoughts. But her mind is empty 
— no words form at all. 





Amy hears a BEEP and sees the diodes on exoskeleton flash 
once. 





EXOSKELETON INTERFACE COMPUTER (0.5.) 
(into Amy's mind, 
mechanically) 
File received. 








The sound and light break her reveri 





AMY (V.O.) 
Computer, play file. [PAUSE] Fifty 
percent tempo. Pitch, hold 
constant. 








EXOSKELETON INTERFACE COMPUTER (0.S.) 
Processing. [PAUSE] Processing. 














CLICK. It STARTS. Slower now, but still too fast to make 
much sense. 


AMY (V.0.) 
Computer, stop. Play file, 
twenty-five percent tempo. 








CLICK. And the SONG plays again, slowly. Amy recognizes 
something. 





AMY (V.O.) 
(to herself) 
Where have I heard that? 








And she EXHALES, the vapor of her breath hanging in the cold 
air and faint light of night. 


FADE TO: 








EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - EVENING (FLASHBACK) 














The last hints of the SUPERSONIC BOOM are fading, and the 
orchestra is at rest. 
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Amy lowers her arms, takes a slow bow, and the fog beneath 
her settles, leaving her and her hoverboard only a few 
inches above the ground. The members of the amateur robotic 

orchestra CLANK and GRIND as they disperse without much ado, 
to resume their toil in a less melodic manner, making little 
CHIRPING noises and nodding their heads (if they have them) 

— cheerful discussions about the performance no human could 
understand. 



































The last of the NOISES die away, and Amy is left with 
nothing but the RUSTLING of leaves. She taps the hoverboard 
with her right foot, ready to turn it around, ready to go 
home, when she hears a faint: 




















BUZZ! BUZZ! 
Amy stops. She looks. She sees nothing. 
AMY 
(curiously) 
Hmm? 
She leans on her hoverboard again. 
BUZZ! BUZZ! 
She taps her hoverboard again, this time making it rise a 


meter in the air. Even from this better vantage, she sees 
nothing. 








AMY 
(calling out) 
Hello? 


Still, she can't pinpoint the source of the sound, so she 
lowers the hoverboard. 


BUZZ! BUZZ! 


Amy thinks for second, and then drops her visor. All she 
sees at first are the red lines of the induction grid. 


BUZZ! BUZZ! 


She spots it: a little purple light weakly shining from 
underneath a leaf. Amy reaches for it the leaf but it's 
too far away from the grid, so she does something we've 
never seen her do before: Amy taps the board again and it 
lowers itself to fractions of an inch above the grid. 























And Amy steps off. 


She doesn't walk well, but she can do it - her graceless 
trundle rocking her back and forth - a sailor trying to 
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regain his land legs. She kneels down and lifts up the leaf 
to find the source of noise and electromagnetism - a TINY 
POLLINATOR BOT - with a glow so faint that Amy's visor can 
barely display it. She lifts her visor with one hand - a 
knight revealing her face - and we see the machine for what 
it is - a fragile, harmless thing, covered in dirt with two 
of its four wings broken. 
































Amy picks it up. It can't weigh more than a few fractions of 
an ounce. 








AMY 
(to the bot, sadly) 
You're hurt. [PAUSE] I don't know 
what to do. [PAUSE] Can you 


understand? 





The pollinator bot BUZZES again. BREAK. BUZZ! BREAK. And 
then it starts a little rhythm, varying pitch by changing 
the speed of its wings. (Begin: "Frenetic Fugue No. 1, 
Oscillator Theme, Slow"). 





Amy frowns. 


AMY 
(to the bot) 
don't understand. What do you 














A 
want? 


Amy stares at the pollinator bot, thinking. Something dawns 
on her, and she drops her visor again. The bot is pulsating, 
its body glowing in a full spectrum. 





AMY 
(to the visor) 
Visor, capture grid center, isolate 
audio. 











SUPERIMPOSE: A grid overlays the bot, and its BUZZING grows 
louder. 





AMY (CONT'D) 
(to the visor) 
Attempt decode. 














Amy waits. Then the text pops up. 





SUPERIMPOSE (SCROLL): 











DECODE: LOW-BAUD MUSIC-TEXT/VIEW FILE (TEXT SUBCODED): HELP! 
PLEASE UPLOAD. MEMORY FAILING. 8 MIN. TIME LIMIT: NEAREST 
TRANSFER CENTER: MAESTRO (HEADING: 315 DEGREES): 40 MILES. 
(NEED 5 MIN. SETUP) PLEASE! 
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END SUPERIMPOSE 





Amy, bot in hand, stands up, walks to her board, and looks 
at the grid: It runs perfectly north-south, and she glances 
down at her hoverboard. The cushion of fog beneath it has 
grown thin, and a small warning light - COOLANT CRITICALLY 
LOW - flashes on one side. Amy bites her lip and looks back 
down at the bot in her hand. 






































AMY 
(to the bot, hesitantly) 
[PAUSE] I can't. Too far. I'm 





sorry. It's impossible. 


The pollinator bot repeats his rhythm, faster this time, his 
body nearly incandescent through the visor. Something pops 
up on screen. 


























SUPERIMPOSE: TWO NEW FILES. DISPLAY? 
END SUPERIMPOSE 
AMY 
(to the visor) 





Display. 


And a image flashes in front of her: an object arcing 
through the air. Then another: It's Amy, badly imaged 
through little sub-megapixel sensors - it's the same image 
she will see at Doktor Luger's office - but in a second, 
only the caption FRIEND, FRIEND TO ME, FRIEND TO MINE 
remains, fading away a little more slowly. 









































Amy understands now. Something has clicked. She knows what 
to do. She stumbles over to the board and stands on it, the 
little cushion of fog nearly gone. She gently slides the 
little bot into her side pocket, and she taps the board 
once: it bounces up for a second. Amy catches sight of her 
target - the scintillating roof, the words 
ROBO-CONSCIOUSNESS TRANSFER CENTER superimposed on it by her 
visor's imaging system before the hoverboard drops down 
low. Amy leans forward hard, as hard as she can, and the 
board does a 180-degree turn and picks up speed faster than 
we'v ver seen before. The leaves around her become lapping 
waves of green, the RUSTLING, continuous, and the hundreds 
of acres, an ocean. 





















































Amy is approaching an intersection in the grid, one that 
glows more brightly red than the others. 














She sees the setting sun in her visor, and the intersection 
is only a few hundred yards away. Her entire board is 
glowing red. It's starting to SHAKE and BEEP. The RUSTLING 
grows louder as Amy accelerates. 
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Then she's upon it: she's reached the intersection, and Amy 
slams her foot down with all her might, and the board 
scrapes the metal guarding the induction cables with a 
SCREECH, sparks flying. 





Amy is launched into the air with nearly explosive force, 
only the least bit slower than the speed of sound. 











She's flying high above the fields, the sun's rays warming 
her as she shoots up to the edge of the sky - the highest 

layers of the troposphere - turning her thin trail of cool 
nitrogen cotton-candy pink. 











There's no noise at all up here, but for the gentlest 
HOWLING of the wind. And Amy's going to make it. She is 
going to save the bot. 











Amy is doing it - something amazing - 


Without any fear at all. 


